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quit. I must confess that our journey to Bordeaux
was extremely pleasant, for we escaped the columns of
refugees. We spent one night in a field by a small
stream and drank vouvray in the village cafe in the
morning. Village life was proceeding as calmly and
peacefully as it had done for hundreds of years. It
was only from the cafe gossip that one could tell that
there was a war on- Virginia Cowles generally has a
line on the local inhabitant and what they think, so
that we talked to everyone we could, and when Harold
King and I missed the other car behind, we knew that
they had stopped in the last village so that she could
sound its pulse. Wherever we went in the villages,
the pulse was very firm. They did not have any inten-
tion of moving, whatever happened, but it was always
possible that the passage of refugees would eventually
wear down their calm and that they, too, would be
caught up in the general exodus. We had only the
wireless to keep us in touch with the outside world
and we heard that the French Government had met
that day in Bordeaux, and were continuing the meeting
the next day, Sunday, as they had not come to any
decision. The wireless was depressing, for it made us
fed that we must leave the open country and hurry
on to Bordeaux in order to find out what was happening*
Bordeaux was as depressing as we had expected it to be.
All available rooms wore crowded with people, the
majority sleeping on the floors, and the public squares
were massed with cars where those fortunate enough to
own a car were sleeping ; other people had to be con-